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she had ever truly cared for, Henrietta eventually decided she
could not continue to live with him as his wife unless changes oc-
curred. In the third year of her marriage she came to the Institute
to see if we could help her.
She was a long-legged, slim-hipped woman, whose beauty, car-
riage, and high-style clothes at once suggested the fashion-modeling
career she had formerly pursued. She continued to look down at her
pretty, well-shaped hands after she took off her gloves and she
sounded embarrassed as she said:
It is so undignified to bicker over money. Before I married
Douglas, I was earning fifty dollars a day as a model, and I seldom
worked less than three or four days a week. I now have no house-
hold allowance. I have no joint checking account with Douglas or
any other type of bank account. I do have "charge-a-plates" at
several department stores. Douglas audits their monthly statements
with the passionate zeal of a bank examiner hot on the trail of a
suspected embezzler. I tint my hair, a matter I would prefer to
keep private. Douglas inspects the bills I run at the beauty shop
with equal care. I am supposed to apply on bended knee for every
penny I receive from him. If I need cash, he almost always gives
it to me—after an endless cross-examination. He then pinches my
cheek or pats my head and informs me that I don't appreciate my
luck, that he wishes somebody would hand him money whenever
he asked for it After such patronizing remarks, I don't want to
touch his money. Douglas makes me feel like a whiny little girl
begging for candy.
I have always hated to ask for money, but nearly all my life I've
had to do it. As a child I lived with my grandfather, who was a
prosperous small-town merchant, but I had to wheedle and turn
on the charm to get school books and clothing and other necessities.
I didn't attend my graduation exercises because I was too proud
to ask for a new white dress.
Douglas* relatives have no such problem. He is fantastically gen-

